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Seeing by that blood one country saved and stained.
Less loved tliee crowned than chained, And less now only than the chief: for he,
Father of Italy, Upbore in holy hands the babe new-born
Through loss and sorrow and scorn, Of no man led, of many men reviled ;
Till lo, the new-born child Gone from between his hands, and In Its place,
Lo, the fair mother's face. Blessed is he of all men, being in one
As father to her and son, Blessed of all men living, that he found
Her weak limbs bared and bound, And in his arms and in his bosom bore.
And as a garment wore Her weight of want, and as a royal dress
Put on her weariness. As in faith's hoariest histories men read,
The strong man bore at need Through roaring rapids when all heaven was wild
The likeness of a child That still waxed greater and heavier as he trod,
And altered, and was God. Praise him, O winds that move the molten air?
0 light of days that were, And light of days that shall be; land and sea?
And heaven and Italy: Praise him, O storm and summer, shore and wave,
0 skies and every grave;